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A couple years ago, Greg taught Jerry how to assign different sounds to his contacts so he'd 
know just by the alert who had texted him. He had taught Jerry a lot about stuff like that, and 
teased him about being old while he did it. Greg called Jerry an old bastard every chance he got. 


Jerry was old. And set in his ways. And feared that because he was set in his ways, he missed 
out on some things that life had to offer. But he had to admit, barring what he had missed out 
on, he had it pretty good. These days, since it was just him and the cats, Jerry found himself 
declining offers to hit the town and choosing instead to watch TV in bed until he fell asleep. 


So he was when his phone chirped, rousing him from sleep. Greg's chirp. Jerry stirred right away, 
turning over to pick up the phone. The cats stirred as well and yelled at him. 


‘Sorry, guys. It's Greg," Jerry grumbled as he squinted to read the text. 


‘Hey, old man Gettin into LAX tomorrow at 7. Pick me up?" 


He texted back, "Sure. You know it's 4 am here, right?" 
"l do now. See ya tomorrow." 


Then he saw the three dots indicating Greg was typing something else. Then they stopped and 


started up again a moment later. 
"Go back to sleep. You're gonna need the rest" And then the wink emoji. 


Jerry grinned as he set the phone back down on the bedside table. He settled in against the pillows, 
breathing out a little sigh. The cats settled down again as well. "Greg's coming home, rats. Finally." 


The next thirty-six hours dragged on. Jerry tidied up the house even though he knew Greg would 
neither notice or care. He changed the sheets on the bed and made sure the drawer was stocked 
appropriately. As he put another bottle of lube in the drawer, Jerry paused. He sat down on the 


bed and glanced over his shoulder at it as the memory of their first time washed over him. 


Hard to imagine now but Greg had held back, nervous about being with him. Jerry had found it 
endearing. It had tugged at his heart, made him forever want to hold the younger man and evoked 
a tenderness in Jerry that he hadn't felt in a long time. But it didn't take long for Greg to get 
over his nervousness. Many times since that first night, Jerry reminded Greg to slow down, to 
take his time. Jerry had nursed several bruises and scratches after a night with Greg. And he 
found that he didn't mind one bit. Any reminder of the chemistry and passion the two of them 
shared was a welcome one to Jerry. They had found that they fit together like the last two pieces 
of a jigsaw puzzle. He considered Greg to be his missing piece and truthfully, Jerry only felt 
completed when Greg was beside him. Like any puzzle, however, they were complicated. The bigger 
picture, the world outside the bubble that Jerry felt he was in when they were together, was 
complicated. Jerry chose to ignore it and focus on their fit, the way their curves and edges 


complemented each other. 


He ordered groceries, all the ingredients to make Greg's favorite dishes. And finally, with three 
hours left before he'd see him, Jerry took a long, hot shower. He briefly considered emptying the 
chamber so that he might last longer and avoid being called an old bastard but he changed his 
mind, almost needing to hear that "old bastard" from Greg. It would mean that Greg knew he 


waited for him. 


He dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. No reason to dress up, they were coming directly home. Jerry 
pulled his hair back and put on a baseball cap and his sunglasses. He bid the cats goodbye and got 
in the Range Rover. It would take him over an hour to get to LAX since there would be rush hour 
traffic. There was always traffic in Los Angeles. They called it morning traffic, mid-day traffic, 
rush hour traffic, and right traffic. Jerry was used to it but still wondered why all the different 
labels. Traffic was traffic and there was always plenty of it. 


It was 7:5 when he parked the car in the cell phone lot. He texted Greg, "In the cell phone lot. 
Where you at?" 


"Term |" was the immediate reply. 

When he pulled up, he saw Greg standing close to the curb. Jerry stopped beside him and hit the 
button to open the car's liftgate. He watched Greg toss his suitcase and backpack in and then hit 
the button again to close the liftgate. 


"Longest fuckin’ flight ever!" Greg grumbled as he got in the car. 


Jerry waited until the younger man buckled his seatbelt and then put the car in drive. As he 


pulled away from the curb, he asked, "Where you comin’ from?" 

"Germany." 

"What were you doing in Germ-. Oh. Of course." 

Greg sighed. "Jer, listen -" 

"No, it's fine. | just forgot .." 

"Old bastard," Greg teased, giving Jerry's shoulder a little smack. 

He shot Greg a tight smile but said nothing. Instead, Jerry turned the volume on the radio up. 
Greg spoke over the Van Halen song, "I recorded a few ideas on my phone. We should totally work 
on them while we're both home. They don't really fit with Better Lovers or anything so we could 
see if they're something we could use for a project.” 

"Why don't you keep them for your next solo thing?" 


"| mean | guess | could. | just thought you and | could ..." 


"Sure. Yeah. Of course. | didn't ..| mean yeah. Sure." 


Greg sighed and looked out the window while Jerry took the ramp onto the 405. "I thought we 
talked about this." 


"We did. I'm totally down with working on stuff with you. | just thought you'd want to keep material 
for your next solo thing." 


"No, not ...you know what? Forget it." Greg flicked his hand like he was shooing something, or 
someone, away. Then he smiled at Jerry. 


Jerry could read Greg very well by now. He knew that Greg knew what they were both not talking 
about. And he knew that Greg was annoyed with him for bringing it up, even though it was mostly 
by accident. 


After he parked in the garage, Jerry turned the engine off and got out. He took Greg's bags out 
and brought them inside. He put them down in the kitchen and turned to Greg, who was following 
him into the house. "I got all the stuff to make that - " He was cut off by two strong hands 


grabbing his face and pulling him down into a kiss. 


Greg's lips mashed against his and his tongue pushed its way into Jerry's mouth. He was surprised 
by the sudden attack, though. He really should have learned by now to expected it. Jerry took the 
younger man's shoulders and yanked him closer, wrapping his arms around him. He started 
steering Greg toward the bedroom while they continued to try to kiss and peel each other's 
clothes off. 


"I fuckin’ missed you so much," Jerry tried to say in between Greg's desperate kisses. 

"Shut up, old man," Greg growled as he pushed Jerry down on the bed. 

In an instant, Greg was on top of him, straddling his hips and sliding his hard cock against Jerry's 
as he leaned over and took his face in his hands. He purred against his lips before he pushed his 
tongue into his mouth again. 

Jerry wrapped his arms around Greg's back and rolled, pinning the younger man underneath him. 
This time, he wasn't going to lay back and allow Greg to take what he wanted. This time, Jerry was 
going to take some, too. After all, it had been a long time. He lifted up on his arms and grinned at 
Greg when the younger man grunted and tried to move. 

"Fuck me. Don't care how. Just do it." 

"Don't care how?" Jerry teased as he bent to kiss Greg again 

Greg used the opportunity to wrap his arms and legs around Jerry and roll across Jerry's 
California king again. He grinned down at Jerry as he used two hands on his chest to push himself 


up, again grinding his hips against him. 


Jerry watched Greg's grin. He knew Greg could easily overpower him and at that moment, he didn't 


mind one bit. Puzzle pieces snapping into place. 


If you don't put this big dick in me, old man, | swear to fuckin’ god." 


"Well, fuckin’ do it. What are you waiting for? | was gonna pound you into next week but you're the 
boss." 


Greg rolled his eyes and gave him a searing kiss before he started working his way down Jerry's 
body. He kissed his chest, moving over to one of his nipples, teasing it with the tip of his tongue 


and then biting down on it and making Jerry hiss and curse. 
‘Ow, you fucker!" 


Greg chuckled quietly as he nibbled and licked his way down Jerry's stomach. Just before he 
reached the tip of his cock, Greg looked up at Jerry. 


Their eyes met and Jerry melted. He ran his fingers through Greg's hair. He started to say 
something but was cut off when Greg's full, wet lips wrapped around his cock Jerry could only let 
out a low groan. He spread his legs and drove his heels into the mattress in order to pump his 


hips and send his cock deeper into his lover's talented mouth. "Fuck, yes." 


After a few minutes, Greg stopped sucking him and Jerry groaned louder. "Don't you worry, old 
man," Greg teased as he spit into his hand. He climbed on top of Jerry again and reached behind 
himself. 


"Greg, Jesus Christ." Jerry slid his hands up the younger man's thighs to grip his hips. When Greg 
eased himself down, onto his cock, Jerry hissed again. Nothing felt as good as Greg's tight, wet 
pussy sliding down on him. "Oh, god," he grunted as his hold on Greg tightened, fingers digging into 
the skin on his hips. 


Greg threw his head back and let out a long, low growl as he began to move, grinding on Jerry's 
cock. He moved faster, slamming his body down and taking Jerry deep. His hands found Jerry's 


shoulders and his nails dug in, scratching and scraping, leaving his mark. 

Jerry reached for one of his wrist's and pulled Greg down. He wrapped his arms around him and 
bit into his shoulder as he bucked his hips. He was determined to leave his own mark on his young 
lover. 

Greg cried out in Jerry's ear, "Fuck! Fuck, yes, old man! Harder!" 

He went rigid and still, howling behind clenched teeth as he spilled his seed inside of Greg. 

For a long moment, the two of them lay tangled, catching their breath. Then Greg began to move 


again He sat up and rolled his hips, grinning at the little tremors it caused Jerry. He stroked his 
cock and asked, "Where do you want it?" 


Always the same question, always the same answer. "On my tongue." 


Greg moved up to sit on Jerry's chest while he pumped his cock. He gripped Jerry's hair in one 
hand, using it to pull his head off the pillows. 


Jerry held Greg by his hips and opened his mouth wide, sticking his tongue out. Greg's come hit 
him in spurts on his lips and tongue. His head fell back to the pillows with a low moan as he licked 


his lips and swallowed. 


Greg used a hand against the massive wooden headboard to hold himself up, gazing down at Jerry 


as he panted hard. "Where the fuck did that come from?" 

He stroked his lover's thighs. "Told you | fuckin! missed you." 

"I know you did. | missed you, too." 

"Why don't you wanna hear it, then?" Jerry asked as he shifted to bundle Greg up in his arms. 
"You know why, Jer." 

"Yeah." He kissed Greg's hair. 

"| don't wanna talk about it” 

"I know." Another kiss. 


| hate that it makes you .." He picked up his head from Jerry's chest and looked at him. "What 


does it make you?" 


Jerry studied Greg's face. The usual ice in Greg's eyes had melted to soft, shimmering pools of 


blue. “Frustrated. Confused ..lonely." 

"What do you want, Jer?" Greg's voice was quiet, laced in pain 

"| don't know," Jerry whispered. "More." 

Greg looked down at his hand on Jerry's chest. "How much more." 
| don't know." 


The room grew silent and cold and Jerry could have sworn that the four walls slid back to make 


the space feel cavernous. 


Finally, Greg rolled over and stood up. "I'm gonna take a shower." 


Jerry sighed as he got up and pulled on his shorts. He said, "lm gonna go make that chicken you 
like." 


Jerry stood at the grill, tongs in one hand and near-beer in the other, completely lost in his 
thoughts. 


"Heyl" Greg pushed him out of the way and took the tongs out of his hand, quickly moving the 
chicken off of the open flames. "Dude, what the fuck?" 


"Huh? Oh. Sorry." 


Greg shot him a look as he turned the grill's burners down. "You coulda fuckin’ hurt yourself. 
What's wrong with you?" 


"Nothin. l'm good." 
"Go sit down" 
Jerry did as he was told. 


"What? Did you have a fuckin’ Alzheimer's moment or some shit? Do | need to get you to the old 
folks home?" 


"Fuck you," Jerry grumbled. 


Greg chuckled and shook his head as he closed the lid on the grill. He sat down next to Jerry and 
took the bottle from his hand, tossing back a long drink. "What am | gonna do with you, old man?" 


"Fuck me and leave me again, apparently." 

Greg grinned. 

"Glad you think this is funny." 

"| mean it is. Its fuckin’ hilarious, don't you think?" 
"How? How is it hilarious? It's s fucked up." 


"It just is. Like, | never expected to catch feelings for fuckin’ Jerry Cantrell. That's fuckin’ wild, 
dude." 


Jerry stared at Greg while he took another drink of the near-beer. 
After he swallowed, Greg asked, "What? Like you didn't know?" 

"How would | know, Greg?" 

"Come on Its so fuckin’ obvious, Jer. How don't you know?" 

"Then what are you doing with her?" Jerry raised his voice. 

"Hey, don't ..." 

| mean it. If you if you -care- for me, what are you doing?" 

"You can't do this," Greg yelled back. 

"Do what?" 


Greg opened his mouth to shout back but stopped. He turned away and when he finally looked at 


Jerry again, he said, "You don't do love." 
"What the hell do you mean? Of course | do.” 


"We talked about this, Jerry. You said, ‘let's keep it casual. Let's not tell anyone. | even asked you 
if you were cool if she and | dated. You said yes.” 


Jerry stood up and opened the grill lid "Does she know?" 
"Know what?" 
"About me." 


"Yeah." 


The lid slipped from his hand and closed with a loud bang. Jerry turned around. "How much does 


she know?" 
"All of it" 
"Jesus Christ, Greg!" 


Greg chuckled again "Will you please sit down? You're making me nervous. Gonna burn the fuckin’ 


house down or something.” 


"How could you do that? Does she know you're here now?" 

"Yeah." 

Jerry sat back down, his eyes glazed over as he stared straight ahead. He felt old again. Too old. 
"Look, | know it's not ..conventional, but she gets it. She understands that | .." Greg paused and 
sighed as he rubbed his hands over his face. "I have feelings for you. Real, big, deep feelings for 
you. | fuckin' love you, old man" 


"So just be with mel" Jerry blurted out. "Because | love you, too.” 


"I know you do, Jer. | know this is a lot for you. But this ain't it, you know? This full-time 


commitment thing ain't you." 

"You don't know that." 

| do know that, and it's okay. We can have this." 
Jerry frowned. 

Greg put his arm around his back. "We can have this as long as you want it” 
"| want you." 

"You got me." 

"All of you." 

"You have all of me, Jer. | promise.” 

"Until you leave again 

"That won't be for a while.” 

"How long?" 

"Three weeks." 

"That's it?!" 


Greg laughed. "You'll be ready to kick me out by then" 


Jerry smiled faintly. "Probably. So you think you can keep doing this?" 

"| don't see why not. You think you can keep doing this?" 

lm gonna try like hell." 

Later that night, he held Greg in his arms and made love to him. The kisses were softer, the 
touches gentler. He whispered tender words of love in the younger man's ear, fully expecting Greg 
to tease and mock him. But this time, Greg answered in his own breathless declarations of love. 
Jerry knew Greg would only stay still, wrapped up in his embrace, until he fell asleep. Then Greg 
would get up and lurk around the house on his own. He might go for a midnight swim or play Call 
of Duty or work on his songs. Eventually, as the sun was rising, he'd return to Jerry's arms. They 
would continue this cycle for three weeks until he was time for Greg to leave. 


The Range Rover was parked against the curb at the departures terminal at LAX. 


"IIl call you when | land in Buffalo," Greg told him. He looked around and then briefly touched 


Jerry's arm. 

"Have a safe trip." 

"Hey, I'll be back." 

"Alone? For me?" 

"Yeah. For you. August sixteenth. Come and pick me up. We'll have a few weeks." 
"Okay. You can make a mess of your own place then" Jerry grinned. 


"I knew it. See you then" Greg quickly squeezed his hand before he got out of the car and took his 
bags from the back. "Later, Jer." 


As Jerry pulled away from the curb, he saw Greg in the rearview mirror putting his phone to his 


ear. He assumed he was calling her, but his own phone chirped Greg's sound. Jerry used the 
button on this steering wheel to answer. "Did you forget something?” 


"No." 
"Oh. What do you want, then?" 


"Nothing. Just ..l love you. Old bastard." 


